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FACETS 

COMPLETION 

My heart has fed today. 

My heart, like hind at play, 

Has grazed in fields of love, and washed in streams 

Of quick, imperishable dreams. 

In moth-white beauty shimmering, 
Lovely as birches in the moon glimmering, 
From coigns of sleep my eyes 
Saw dawn and love arise. 

And like a bird at rest, 
Steady in a swinging nest, 
My heart at peace lay gloriously 
While winds of ecstasy 
Beat round me and above. 

I am fulfilled of love. 

ON THE HEIGHT 

The foothills called us, green and sweet; 

We dallied, but we might not stay, 
And all day long we set our feet 

In the wind's way. 

We climbed with him the wandering trail 
Up to the last keen, lonely height — 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Where snow-peaks clustered, sharp and frail, 
Swimming in light. 

Sheer on the edge of heaven we dwelt 

And laughed above the blue abyss, 
While on my happy lips I felt 

Your windy kiss. 

You were the spirit of the height, 

The breath of sun and air. 
A bird dipped wing, and, swift and white, 

Peace brooded there. 

PARTING AFTER A QUARREL 

You looked at me with eyes grown bright with pain, 

Like some trapped thing's. And then you moved your 
head 

Slowly from side to side, as though the strain 

Ached in your throat with anger and with dread. 

Soon you had turned and left me, and I stood 

With a queer sense of deadness over me; 
And only wondered dully that you could 

Fasten your trench-coat up so carefully — 

Till you were gone. Then all the air was thick 
With my last words that seemed to leap and quiver. 

And in my heart I heard the little click 
Of a door that closes — quietly, forever. 
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